do not get up at any definite time, ergo it is neither early
nor late, and I have no right to feel sleepy. A little less
pleasant is the " condition "—to put it briefly. The
" condition " is beginning to be noticeable, although I
can hide my unshapeliness to a certain extent in my good
old brown coat and in my laboratory overall. But the
sun brings it to light, and therefore they know now what
is the matter with me. You know what students are,
dear Kranich; you know that a student with child is
just a perfectly absurd idea, and perhaps you can picture
to yourself how they treat me, from the attendant up to
the Professor. I am living in a kind of vacuum, in liquid
air or solid carbonic acid. It is a climate which doesn't
exactly soften the soul. But Fm sticking it, that is the
chief thing. Yes, and now for the worst of it, the thing
which really gave me a nasty jar: I must begin a different
thesis for my degree, quite a new one and right from the
beginning. I must give up all I did with my azido-succinic
acid—all the nice little results which were so difficult to
discover. I must begin right at the beginning and must
build up something quite fresh. I knew more or less that
a change in universities would probably necessitate this,
but all the same it did upset me rather, like an unexpected
nasty shock. Well, this time it's to be a synthesis of
pyrasol derivatives, and heaven help me to get a move on 1
I have lost a lot of time, precious, irreplaceable time; for
I am not a May Kolding who can prolong her sessions just
as she pleases. I have the fantastic hope that I may get
my degree by exerting ferocious energy before—before
I must go into the clinic. But I must not be impatient,
otherwise FU spoil everything. Patience is the first virtue
of the chemist, and one successfully concluded experi-
ment, one resolved solution, makes up for a hundred
things gone wrong. One doesn't help matters in the
least by smashing the retort and rushing to the cafiS
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